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Eggs and Magazines 


Eddie slammed his bedroom door shut as his step-father yelled after him, "You better fucking get back here, 
Eddie!" 


Eddie shouts back, "Go to Helll" before throwing himself into his bed and screaming into his pillow. His screams 


soon turn into quiet sobs that wrack through his body and turn his face beat red. 


He hates it here. He doesn't want to be in stupid Seattle. It's cold and he has no friends here and the water 
isn't good enough to surf in! Its everything San Diego isn't-disgusting and unfamiliar. 


As he settles down from his fit of frustration, he turns over in his bed and stares at the ceiling. 
He thinks to himself, "what now?" 
He looks at the clock: 9:02 am. 


Before he could think of anything he could do this early in the morring, his mother calls his name from behind 
his door. 


"Eddie, sweetie? Can | come in?" 
"Sure," he answers half-heartedly. 
His mom opens the door, closes it and comes to sit on his bed beside him. He scoots up to give her space. 


She sighs, "Eddie, | know you're having a tough time with the move but.. | don't know, honey. Try to get along 
with your father?" 


"He's not my father. You said do yourself. He's Hank. That's all he is. Just a name and a face." 
"Eddie," she sighs again, "he raised you, didn't he?" 
"Yeah, he sure did and look what a fine job he did!" 


"Hey, | also raised you! Eddie, you're not a bad kid and you're intelligent, too. | don't know why you put yourself 


down so much." 


Then, after a beat, "Oh! Maybe that's why you're always so upset? It's not the move, is it? Its your, uhm.. 


self-esteem?" 
"Mom, please, | don't want to talk about this!" Eddie whines. 


"I know, | know. Oh, that reminds me! | need you to run over to the store down the street and buy some eggs. 
Here," she pulls out five dollars and hands it to him, "take this and buy a carton, okay?" 


"Yeah, sure," he says before quickly jumping off of his bed and zooming out of the house. 


Walking home with the carton of eggs, Eddie notices a moving van pulled into the parking lot of the house next 
to his. 


"Great" he thinks. "More Seattle folk" 

As he approaches his house he passes by the moving van 

Just then a man jumps out of the back and startles Eddie, prompting him to drop the carton of eggs. 
"Oh, shit! Im sorry, kid” 


Eddie doesn't respond as he looks up from the cracked eggs on the pavement to look at the offender. 


The man is tall, taller than Eddie, and he has long black hair and the most beautiful face Eddie has ever seen 


"Oh, oh, it's okay. Is okay." He tried to rush off to his house but the man sidesteps in front of him and holds 
a hand up. 


"Whoa, whoa. Relax. Look, I'm really sorry about that. Hah, didn't mean to scare you. Here, follow me. I'll replace 


them" 
The man starts off for his own house. Eddie stares after him, not really wanting to go. 
The stranger says loudly, "You better be following me. 

Eddie shakes his head to clear it and follows the man into his house. 


Inside, Eddie's on edge. The pair walk into the kitchen and the man leans into the refrigerator to retrieve a new 


carton of eggs. 

"Ah, here ya go. It's new, too." 

"Uh, thanks. Thank you." Eddie turns to leave but the man stops him once again 
"Wait, wait. Hold on" 

Eddie turns to him, holding his breath. 

The man extends his hand, "I'm Chris." 

Eddie takes the hand, "I'm Eddie." 

"Eddie.. cute name for a cute guy.’ 

Eddie blushes hard and looks down, unsure how to respond. 

"Adorable," Chris thinks to himself. 


"So, Mr. Eddie.. You live around here?" 


Eddie stammers out, "uh, y-yeah. | live next door actually.” 
"Really? That's cool. Maybe I'll get to see you again?" Chris winks. 


Eddie blushes again and says, "maybe." 


They lapse into silence. 

Then, Chris makes a move. He closes in on Eddie, forcing the younger boy to back up against the kitchen 
counter-he's trapped. Chris leans his right arm on the counter near Eddie and hovers over him, looking down 
at him. 


"Arent you a sweet thing," Chris murmurs. 


Eddie feels hot. He doesn't know what to do. He looks down but doesn't want to make it seem like he's looking at 
Chris's junk so he looks up at Chris and feels equally lost staring into his gorgeous blue eyes. 


"How old are you?" 

"Eighteen," Eddie rushes out. He's breathing hard by now. 

"Hm.. nice and ripe." 

Chris leans in closer to Eddie's face and tilts his head, almost as if to kiss him, but he draws back suddenly. 
He laughs, "Yeah, well it was great meeting you, Eddie. Hope you're not too mad about the eggs." 


Eddie's at a loss for words. He doesn't reply as he rushes out of Chris's door and runs into his own house. 


Its 10 pm by the time Eddie rolls into bed. 
Hank and his mom decided to watch a movie for the evening and Hank, of course, forced Eddie to join them. 


Decidedly not tired, Eddie smirks to himself as an idea pops into his head. He strips into nothing but a pair of 


pajama pants and pulls a magazine out from a discreet hiding spot under his mattress. 
He lays back down in his bed, opening the magazine. 
He flips through the pages and stares at the pictures with intensity. 


Naked men. One man's hard cock. A close up image of someone being face-fucked. A man in all leather standing 
tall while another smaller man kneels beside him. Hard abs. Hard cocks. 


Eddie's panting. 


He licks his lips and reaches into his pajama pants and grips himself. 


He hisses, already hard and ready. 
He gives himself an experimental but firm stroke and nearly groans. 
It feels so fucking good and God he's hard as hell. 


He flips onto the next page of his magazine and stops on the image of a man with shoulder-length hair licking a 
guitar with his hard cock standing against this stomach. 


Eddie stifles his moan as he imagines the man in the photo to be Chris. 
"Fuck," Eddie whispers, quickening his pace. 
He begins fucking his fist and can't help the grunts that escape him. 


As he throws his head back, really getting into the movements of his hand, he hears a wolf-whistle from his 


window. 

"Damn, kid, what a view." 

Eddie quickly pulls his pants up and sits up, breathing hard, scared. 

"Hey! Don't stop on my account" 

Eddie looks to his window and sees Chris leaning out of his own window, observing Eddie. 
"Good thing our houses are this close, huh?" 


Eddie scowls in frustration and embarrassment and turns over in his bed, facing away from Chris and 


pretends to sleep. His cheeks are burning with shame. 

"Oh, come now, Eddie. | know you're not asleep!" 

Hutfing, Eddie gets up, slams his window shut and closes his curtains. 
He returns to his bed and lays back down, 

His groove was totally messed up. 

He trails a hand back down into his pajamas and moans lightly. 


This time, he fantasizes about Chris opening his window and coming in to fuck him. 


His hand picks up speed and he slaps his free hand over his mouth to stifle his loud moan as he cums all over 


his chest and fist. 


Completely relaxed and exhausted, Eddie wipes himself with his sheet before turning over and falling into a 
deep sleep. 


Cherry Ice Cream and Beer 


Eddie breaths hard through his nose. 

He grunts and his brows furrow, hips jerking up slightly. His hard cock tents his pajama pants. 
He rolls over in his bed and his eyes slowly begin to open as he gains consciousness. 

He looks at the clock 

8:42 am 

"Why am | awake so early," Eddie thinks to himself. 

As he shifts onto his stomach his cock twitches and he thinks, "oh, that's why." 

Sighing, he stretches out and hums as his joints pop. 

His cock throbs again and he bites his lip. 


Images of Chris pop into his head again and he thinks back on their previous encounter, this time he imagines 


Chris kissing him. 

How soft his lips must be. 

How hot his breath is. 

He imagines Chris picking him up, bending him over the kitchen counter and fucking him into oblivion 
His cock jumps wildly and he gasps, grinding his hips into his bed. 

God, he's horny. 

He bends his right knee up to his side, giving him room to slide his hand down into his pants. 

He inhales sharply as he grips himself firmly. 


He pictures another scenario with Chris, this time Chris is forcing Eddie onto his knees and bringing his face 
toward his- 


Eddie's mother throws open his door. 


"Eddie-," she stops as she notices what Eddie is doing. 

Eddie quickly pulls his hand out of his pants and sits up, face burning. 

"Mom," he says embarrassed, pulling his covers up to hide himself. 

"Eddie," his mother says softly, then, "I'll come back later." 

But he's too embarrassed to reply. 

"Fuck," he facepalms himself as his mother shuts his door. 

His cock throbs again and he looks down in horror at the fact that he's still hard. 
"What the fuck, go away," he thinks angrily at himself. 


He hates himself. He's gross and pathetic. Can't even go a day without jerking off. Can't even go a day without 
thinking about Chris. 


Chris. 

The name brings a soft smile to his face once more. 

His long dark hair, his funny facial hair (though it suites him), his tall, cut figure. 

His cock twitches again and he pants this time as a wave of desire courses through him. 
"Fuck it," he thinks to himself as he reaches for himself again and begins to tug at his shaft. 
It feels so good. 

Fuck," he says out loud as he feels himself getting closer. He quickens his pace. 


He thinks about Chris once more and how he could easily shove Eddie's head into his lap to suck him off if he 


wanted to. 

Eddie's grunting out loud now, uncaring of who hears him. He's having too much fun with this. 
He groans and grunts out, "Oh, shit! Fuck!" as he cums hard on his bare chest and hand. 

He gives himself a few more tugs as he settles down from the euphoria. 


Breathing hard but deeply satisfied, he begins to drift off once more. 


He's about to fall back asleep when a loud knock startles him. 

"Ed?" 

Its his step-dad 

"Yeah?" 

"Get up and get dressed, | need you to come to the market with me. 
Eddie sighs but replies, "Yeah, sure. Let me shower first" 

"Hurry up," is all Hark says before his retreating footsteps are heard 


Sighing once more, Eddie pulls himself out of bed and pads his way to the bathroom. 


By the time he's out of the shower, the mirrors have steamed up and it's probably around 10:30 am. 


He looks at himself in the full-length mirror-doors of his closet as he combs his hair for the first time since 


summer began. 
His hair is knotted in places and it's difficult to brush through all of his hair at once. 


Once he's satisfied he's gotten out all of his tangles, he slides open his closet door and pulls out black cargo 
shorts, a t-Shirt featuring one of his favorite bands, The Cramps, and brings out his eight-eye Doc Martens. 


Satisfied with how he looks, he heads downstairs to greet Hank. 


Eddie is wondering around Vons with his step-dad. Not really helping Hank, he's just sort-of walking around and 
poking or touching things. 


He stops in front of the frozen department, eyes intent on the black cherry ice cream in one of the freezers. 
He knows Hank won't get it for him, but he can dream. 


He stands in front of the glass fridge for a long time until he hears a voice from behind him, "You brushed 


your hair!" 


Eddie quickly turns around only to be met with Chris's chest. 

Cheeks turning pink, he backs up and clears his throat, "Oh, sorry. Uh, yeah, | did" 

Chris chuckles before asking, "So, what brings you here? Grocery shopping?" 

"Uh, yeah. My step-dad brought me along to help," Eddie answered in a small voice. Then, "What about you" 
Chris lifts a pack of beer Eddie hadn't noticed before up and says, "Stocking up" 

"Oh," Eddie feels a little uncomfortable. He doesn’t know how to act 

Chris lets his eyes roam up and down Eddie's shy figure 

When he meets Eddie's eyes, his pupils are dilated and he smirks at the boy. 

"What are you doing after this? You should come over to my place. lm having a little party" 


Before Eddie could respond, Hank calls his name and approaches him with a shopping cart, "Eddie! Hey, I've been 
looking for you." 


Eddie looks over at him and sighs, "I've been here." 

"Don't get smart," then he notices Chris, "and who's this?" 

"Chris Cornell," Chris extends his hand and grips Hank's firmly. 

"Hank Mueller. How do you know my son?" 

‘I'm your new neighbor," Chris says nonchalantly. 

Hank eyes the beer and then looks at Chris again, "Whatever you're thinking about, don't do it" 
Eddie's cheeks turn pink but Chris chimes in, "Nah, don't worry. He's cute but uh." 

Chris eyes Eddie. 

"Yeah, he's cute." 

Eddie blushes. 


"That's all | have to say," Chris turns to leave, "See, you later Eddie. Nice meeting you Mr. Mueller.” 


Eddie stares longingly after Chris but Hank brings him back to reality by clearing his throat. 


"Uh, c'mon, Ed. Let's go pay." 


After loading the groceries into the trunk of Hank's car, Eddie settles into the passenger's seat and buckles up. 
Hanks climbs into the driver's seat but doesn't start the car. 

He moves his hands to the steering wheel but doesn't move. 

Eddie stares at him, confused. 

"Ed, l.. we should talk" 

Eddie's heart begins to race, "sure." 

"Uh... well.. okay. So, the other day | went into your room, | was just collecting trash ‘cause it was trash day.. 
but uh, anyway, uh l- on your bed was a magazine... of.. well you should know. And uh. | had my doubts. | 
thought maybe- maybe one of your buddies was playing a joke on you but.. after seeing your interaction with 
Mr. Cornell today.” Hank stays quiet after this. 

Eddie doesn't talk. He's not dumb, he knows what Hank's playing at. 

"Ed?" 

But Eddie doesn't look at him. He looks out the window and watches people load their groceries into their cars. 
"Eddie, hey," Hank touches his hand and finally Eddie looks at him. 

'l- | may not.. uh." Hank stutters. 

"Ive.. here, maybe I'll just show you." 

Hank gropes Eddie's crotch and Eddie jumps up in his seat. 

"What are you doing?!" panic in his voice. 


"Just relax," Hank says before unbuttoning Eddie's shorts. 


"What the fuck, stop!" 


Eddie pushes Hark's hand away and Hank stares at him with a confused look 
"Hm," is all Hank says before he starts the car and begins to drive out of the parking lot 
Eddie's shaking slightly, scared and enraged at the same time. 

The car ride home is tense but luckily short. 


When they arrive home, Eddie quickly unbuckles his seatbelt and bolts out of the car, into the house, and up 


to his room, slamming the door. 
He throws himself onto his bed and begins to sob. 
There's a knock on the door, "Eddie? Sweetheart? Are you okay? What's wrong?" 


Its his mother but he can't tell her. She loves Hank so much and it would kill her to know that he did 
something like that. 


He continues to sob into his pillow and his mother opens the door, "Baby?" 
He approaches his bed and sits down beside him. 

"Eddie? You're scaring me. What's wrong?" 

He can't bring himself to speak. He can't stop crying. Months of pent up frustration finally spilling out. 
He feels his mother touch his back and his crying stops almost immediately. 
He sits up and faces her but his hair is covering his face like a curtain. 

She touches his head and then she grips his chin, making him look up at her. 
She smiles weakly at him and wipes his tears away his her hands. 

Her eyes are roaming over his face. 

"You look just like your father." 

Eddie is momentarily taken aback 

She gives him an odd look. Like she's trying to imagine his biological father. 


"Mom?" he says, slight panic creeping into his chest again. 


She looks into his eyes and smiles. 

"Do you want to talk about what all this is about?" 

Eddie takes her hands into his his and looks down once more. 
‘No, not really," he releases her hands and stands up. 


"lm going for a walk." 


Eddie's been roaming around the streets of Seattle for two hours now. 

The sun is starting to set and he figures it's time to head home. 

As he stops at a corner of a block, waiting for the signal to change, a car approaches him. 
"Hey! Hey Eddie!" 

It's Chris! 

He perks up and looks into the car. 

"Hey, Eddie! You going to my party, kid? C'mon I'll give you a ride!" 

"Oh, uh, sure. Yeah." 

He opens the passenger door and settles in. 

"Awesome. | was really hoping you'd come." 


They drive together in silence but before they turn into their neighborhood, Chris asks, "Are you okay, Eddie? 


You seem a little.. | don't know, skiddish? | mean, you usually are but, ya know.’ 


Eddie looks at him. Thinking how could such a kind and beautiful person like Chris possibly like or care about 


him. 
"Uh, yeah. I'm good." 


Chris eyes him before saying, "Alright 


They pull into Chris's driveway and exit the car. 

There are already a lot of people here and there's music playing lowly. 

Someone yells, "Chris!" and the whole party starts getting lively just like that. 

Chris takes hold of Eddie's hand, catching him off guard but he grins to himself nonetheless. 
A tall, skinny man with long dark hair approach them as they walk into Chris's house. 

"Chris, man. There you arel We've been waiting for you. Who's this?" 

Chris jerks Eddie in front of him and says, "This is Eddie Vedder. Eddie this is Stone Gossard” 
"Hi," is all Eddie says as he hangs his head low. 

"He's shy," Chris grins. 

| can tell. Let's get you a drink, Ed, you'll feel better," Stone suggests. 

Eddie makes a move to go but Chris keeps his grip on his shoulders. 

"Uh, he's underage." 


"Oh," Stone says squinting slightly at Chris, a knowing look on his face. He opens his mouth to speak again but 


someone interrupts him. 
"Stone, get your ass over here! Keg stand!" 
Stone laughs out and heads over, saying, "What is this high school?" 


Chris leans down and whispers in Eddie's ear, "| don't want you drinking. You need to stay safe, you're too 


pretty to get fucked up." Then he smacks Eddie's but and says, "Go socialize. I'll be right back" 

Anxiety seeps into Eddie once more. He doesn't know anyone here. 

He decides to sit down in the ottoman in the living room and watch people dance and interact. 

"You seem a little out of place here," a male voice sounds from beside him. 

Eddie turns his head and is met with a man with long, dirty-blonde hair and a bandana over his forehead. 


He's also wearing leather. 


"Who are you? I'm Axl. Axl Rose." 

"I'm Eddie Vedder." 

They shake hands. 

"So, Vedder. What're you doing here? Not that | mind seeing a fresh, new pretty face." 
Eddie blushes before saying, "I was invited," adding, "by Chris Cornell." 

"Oh." is all Axl says looking dejected. Then he grins maliciously. 

"Stay here, I'll be back." 

He disappears into the crowd but reappears only a few moments later, holding two beers. 
He hands one to Eddie and opens his up and takes a next to Eddie again 

"Uh, lm not allowed to drink anything." Eddie hands the beer back to Axl. 

"PFT, says who? Chris?" 

Eddie nods slowly. 

"Man, you don't gotta listen to him. What is he your dad or something?" 

"No, he's just... | respect him," Eddie says defiantly. 

"But you don't respect yourself" 


Eddie raises his eyebrows, face heating up. He doesn't usually give into peer pressure but this guy was really 


grating on his nerves. 

"What? That's not what it is. | just-" 

"Nah, kid, it's cool. | get it. Guess you're just not ready to hang out with a crowd like us. I'll let Chris know." 
Axel reaches for the beer in Eddie's hand but Eddie reacts faster, jerking his hand back. 

"That's not what it is," he says before placing the glass bottle at his lips and tipping his head back. 


He holds the alcohol in his mouth for a second before swallowing it down with a disgusted look. 


He swipes the back of his hand across his wet mouth and scrunches his face. 
Axl smiles slowly and coolly. 


"There. Thatta boy. Don't worry, you'll be feeling better soon Drink some more." 


Sure enough, after a while the alcohol begins to make Eddie's nerves more tame and he's talking freely with 


Axl. 


"So yeah that's how | had a mullet for a while," Axl finishes his story and the pair burst out laughing at the 


nonsense tale. 
"You know, Eddie, you're really cute," Axl says, licking his lips and staring down at Eddie. 


"Oh, uh, thanks," is all Eddie manages to say. He's blushing but it's from being uncomfortable rather than being 


embarrassed. 

Suddenly it's a little too hot. 

"Yeah, you really are. How old are you?" 

"l just turned 18" 

Axl's nostrils flare and he cranes his head back and nods, as if he's satisfied by something. 
"Nice and fresh. Uh, are you a virgin?" 

"Uh," Eddie says but he doesn't answer. 

Axl places his hand on Eddie's knee an scoots closer to the boy. 
"I bet you are," he whispers in Eddie's ear. 

"You're so innocent. I'd love to-" 

But he's cut off by someone pulling him off of Eddie. 

"What the fuck!" Axl roars, ready to swing. 


It's Chris, and he looks pissed. 


'Get out of here," he deadpans. 
"What? Why? I haven't done anything! 

Chris eyes fall on Eddie for a moment and then back into Axl 

Axl smirks, "Oh, | see. You're just-" 

"Please, Axl, don't make a scene. Just go, man," Chris whispers. 

No one's noticed the debacle yet so if Axl were to leave quietly he'd be able to keep his dignity. 


Sensing his dilemma, Axl nods his head and says lowly, "Fuck you, Cornell. Choosing this virgin bitch over your 


friends. That's cool, man. Whatever." 

He walks out of the living room and exits the house. 

Eddie's eyes are blurry as he looks up at Chris from the ottoman 

"Chris," he says in a soft voice, smiling. 

Chris smiles back at him and jerks his head, gesturing for Eddie to follow him. 


Eddie stumbles off the couch and grips Chris's bicep, allowing himself to be led up the staircase and into a 
bedroom-presumably Chris's. 


Once in, Chris immediately pushes Eddie against the door and looms over him. 

| want to fuck you so badly,” Chris says breathily. 

"What's stopping you?" Eddie responds, eyes lidded and smile loopy. 

‘Im not sure you're ready." 

"L aml l'm not a kid. | want you to- to-," but Eddie can't finish. He's much too embarrassed to voice his desires. 
Chris chuckles. 

Eddie looks up at him, still pressed between his hard body and the door and smiles brightly, dimples showing. 


"C'mere." 


Chris hoists him up and carries him over to the bed and lays him down, 
"Sleep," Chris says. 

"Wait, what? | thought." 

"What?" Chris chuckles. 

"Don't worry, baby. Soon Now sleep." 

Suddenly, Eddie feels his eyelids droop as if in command. 


The last image he sees before falling asleep is Chris's beautiful eyes staring down at him lovingly. 


